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Epilogue to the French Midwife's Tragedy, 


Who was Burnt in Leiceter-Field March - 2. 16 87. 
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Barbarous Murder of hez Husband Denis Hobry. 


Can both Rewards and Puniſhments diſpenſe, 
Verſe that ſtrows Sweets or Cankers on the Grave, 


- That Brands the Impious, and Embalms the Braye; 
Horrour i ſelf muſt writean ELEGT; 


Nor can ſuch Guilt evn with the Guilty Die. 
At common ſtakes the Malcfacter dies, 
His Funeral Rites in his Spectators Eyes. 
Beyond the ſtroke we hear no more the 1Name: 
As if his Iimuted Breath and bounded Shame 
Lull'd tm one ſlumber to one Grave ſhould go, 
Whilſt Juſtice ſtrikes, and Pity ſeals the Blow. 
Bur, Fatal Hobry, thy unhappicr Hands , 
(As if thou hadſt ſtudicd for Eternal Br ands) 
Soard to that Hcight, to that Exalted Crime ; 
Our Eycs cy'n dread to look where thou ne'r dread'ſt to chmb. 
Who to her Fate a Path like Thee could chooſe ; 
A Fate unmourn'd ? as if reſolved to loſe 
Even that laſt ſtake the VVretched ne're forgo, 
Pity the lait Inheritance of VVoe. 
Nay, to be yet more miſerable ſill, 
Thy hidcous Talc that ſullicd Page ſhall fill; 
On hardcn'd Braſs Thy Fame tall written be, 
It poſſible more "ae d ev'n then Thee. © 
Bur ſure Thy Death might waſh Thy Stain away ! 
No! though the Debrs to blood in blood we pay, 
Heap Rocks on Rocks, Thy Infamy unhuſhe, 
By all that pondrous weight too fecbly cruſht, 
Like the old conquer'd Gyants, ſtill would riſe, 
And heave bencarh the Mountains where it lies. 
Nay, t heighten the black Dye thy ſtory wears 
The Perpetration acted at_Thy years ! 
T' increaſe the Prodigy, ſo hot the Rage, 
At ſo decrepit, and fo cold an Age ; 
By Times long irozem Hand, Thy feeble Arm--- 
But oh! what Froſt can chill where Hell can warm 3 
Methipks I faw the ſleeping: Husband kill'd, 


| Mighty Verſe like great Ommnipotence, 


' Yes, 'twas bur juſt Thy Duſt ſhould fin 


Her vigorous Arm with youthfull ſincws fll'd, 


And ſtoutly following the Triumphant Stroak, - 
Unbrancht, Unlimb'd, She hew'd the falling Oak ; 
VVhile peeping Vengeance, that reſcryed the Meced 


Of Treaſon, lookr all ghaſtly ar the Decd. 


Had ſome young Girl by covetous Parents Doom, 
In Natures Prime, in Youth and Beauties Bloom, 
Bctray'd to ſome old jealous Miſers Bed, 

To Impotence, to Age and Aches VVed ; 

Her Chamber-walls, her. Dungeon, and her Tomb, 
Lockt up from Foraging, yet ſtaryd at home: 
Had this mew'd flave, to mect ſome dearcr Charms, 
And run to a more darling Lovers Arms, 

A Cawdle ſpiced, or cut a Jugular Vein, 

Her Jaylor laid aſleep to break her Chain ; 

The Murdering Blow her pitied hand ſhould give, 
VVould ſcarcely to a Nine Days wonder Live. 

But Hobry, Thy more Execrated ſhame 

Shall even ſurvive the Great Medeas Name. 

The mangled Brothers Limbs that Sorcereſs tore, 

In dull Oblivion loſt, ſhall live no more. 

But 'twas a Decd thy Arm alone durſt do, 

And thy Great Exit's thy Great Merits dns. 


' Bchold the wanton flames ſport round thy head, 


Reſolyed to have thy Funeral Aſhes ſpread 
VVide as thy Husbands ſcatterd Limbs we'relaid. 
Heayen' sRoof's Thy Marble, and of At as orld thy Tomb. _ 


dthat Room, 
That lar ge, that ſpacious Sepulcher ſhould haye, 


The Stench too noyſome for a Narro'er Grave. 
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